reefs and sea and found his way up the steps to the house.
He hesitated at the door of the dining-room, and then
he ran rapidly up to his room, and changed his suit: he
had no better reason for this impulsive step than a boyish
anticipation of meeting in the dining-room the woman
of the rocks.
But when, seated in the airy little dining-room behind
bis small, red-shaded lamp, he ventured to look round, he
was disappointed. He tried table after table—risking this
unwonted exertion for his eye—but he saw none but
ordinary faces. There was nobody here who looked
like one who could sit all alone on that rock bathed in the
waning light, so restful and yet so full of longing, and
then come striding home through the surf. He quickly
finished the light Italian evening meal, lit his cigar and
left the room; not, to his discomfort, without drawing
the gknces of the guests to his tall figure. He walked
through the reading-room with an oppressed and yet
expectant feeling, lounged about the hall restlessly for a
little, and then stepped out in front of the house where
the breakers could be heard more distinctly. At kst he
grew tired, feeling the effects of the journey, the change
of air and the strange evening, and so he went to his
room. Half-way up the stairs he stood still and snapped
his fingers. Now I know who it is : now Fve recognised
her, he thought: Feuerbach. It is Feuerbach's " Nanna."
The same carriage, the size, the impressiveness, the
reserve—and the same line of the averted face.
This recognition gave him some measure of satisfac-
tion, but there-still remained a restlessness,, a feeling in
his mind that was almost anticipation. On reaching his
room, he lit a cigar and strode meditatively to and fro,
his hand clasped on his back and his head sunk on his
chest. Well, here you are, Ambrosius, old fellow, he
thought in effect, here you are on the glittering coast of
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